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Never Enough 


Author's Notes: 
If you love music, magic stuffs and some moments of horniness, well.. | guess you are in the right place. Take 


your time reader, this story wont end shortly. 


| want to clarify that many things in this fanfiction have been written by researching dates, places and 
characters that really existed, as accurately as possible, to offer you a pleasant and realistic reading. Despite 
this, It still is a fictional story, | took the liberty of identifying some of the characters as villains. Don't take it 


too seriously. Of course | don't know them in real life (Imao so sad). 


Also I've made a playlist on spotify to get into the vibe of the story, here you go, stranger. 
laylist/IZKRVZ%kc40bsrc424 YBAI?si=cI5d33a2fe2b43bl + 


<div style="background:#eee;borderIpx solid #ccc;padding:Spx |Opx;"><span style="color:4#646167' ><span 
style="font-family:times new roman,times,serif'><span style="font-sizelb.25px'><strong>Heart of Evil€nbsp; 
</strong></span></span></span></div> 


<p>&nbsp;</p> 


<h2 style="font-style:italic;'><small><span style="font-familytimes new roman,times,serif' ><span 


style="color :##A52A2ZA"><strong>NEVER ENOUGH</strong></span></span></small></h2> 
<p>&nbsp;</p> 


<p>€quot;You will regret it!€quot;<br /> 

The screams of Violet Ramirez, a young Californian singer and bassist from 40s, echoed beyond the windows of 
Roadrunner Records. €quot;You have no idea of who | aml€quot, - she continued muttering, while she was 
preparing to slam the office door violently. The heels of her black boots thundered in the lobby of the 
Roadrunner lobby; with a quick and decisive step, she left the building, finding herself in front of her friend 
Brian¢4#34.s black BMW M5 waiting for her outside.<br /> 

Equot,Gol €quot; she exclaimed, irritated. Her friend Brian Warner, musician and artist, turned around intrigued 
by the girl€43%;s emotional state, asking how the interview had gone, while he got ready to turn the car key 
and leave.<br /> 

EquotLike shit!€quot; - Said the girl frankly, violently rummaging in her purse in search of her Pall Mall 
package.<br /> 

€quot,What happened?$quot; - the dark-haired man asked puzzled, as he darted through the streets of Los 
Angeles.<br /> 

quot; They say this stuff is outdated, €lsquo;cmonl¢quot; - she replied looking upwards, with a defeated 
expression<br /> 

€ldquo0utdated stuff? <em>Lux Interio</em>r would turn his ass off the gravel€rdquo; - he pointed out, 
referring to the lead singer of <em>The Cramps</em>.<br /> 

EquotBut he$434,s not dead, dumbass!€quot; - said Violet, as she turned to Brian giving him a dirty look 
followed by a smile.<br /> 

EquotWell .. He€rsquo;s actually dead inside, sol€rdquo, - he continued giggling and hitting the steering wheel 
with his hand, while €ldquo,;<em>Never Enough€rdquo, </em>of <em>The Cure</em> passed on the radio.<br 
/> 

Eldquo;You know what! We€434;re going to Dave$434s concert tonight and we won$rsquo;t think about it 
anymore! Fuck those capitalists! €quot; - the boy emphasized continuing to wave his hands on the steering 
wheel with amusement - €quot;You must never let others tell you what to do, Violet€quot;. The brunette 
turned with a haggard face to her friend, showing off a faint smile hidden by the smoke from her cigarette. 


<br /> 
EldquoMaybe youF#34re right Brian€hellip; Oh! Turn left now! quot; she gasped, pointing the way home.</p> 


<p>&nbsp;</p> 


<h4 style="text-align: center;"><span style="color :##A52A2A"><tt><strong>ldquo0ne more time to fill it 
up</strong></tt></span></h4> 


<h4 style="text-align: center;"><span style="color :##A52AZA"><tt><strong>One more time to kill</strong> 
</tt></span></h4> 


<h4 style="text-align: center;"><span style="color :##A52A2A" ><tt><strong>But whatever | do</strong></tH> 
</span></h4> 


<h4 style="text-align: center;"><span style="color :##A52A2ZA" ><tt><strong>It€#34,s never enough</strong> 
</tt></span></h4> 


<h4 style="text-align: center;"><span style="color :##A52A2A" ><tt><strong>It€434s never enoughérdquo, 
</strong></tt></span></h4> 


<p style="text-aligncenter">¢nbsp;</p> 
<p>&nbsp;</p> 


<p>€quot love youl€quot; - she concluded, getting out of the car and leaving a warm kiss on the cheek of her 
friend<br /> 

quot; Yeah, me too .€quot, - Brian admitted, continuing - Equot;tonight at eight, dong#39;t make me 
waitl€rdquo,<br /> 

EquotWould | ever do that?¢quot; - the brunette asked ironically with amusement, as she got ready to move 
away from the vehicle.<br /> 

<br /> 

Violet Ramirez was a girl with a true artistic devotion. With a past marked by the divorce of her parents and 
the untimely death of her sister, she found herself living an adult life already as a child, just thirteen. School 
and study were never her strong point, but certainly without it, she would never have met her best friend 
Brian, an unfailing support in her decisions and choices of life and also her band mate. In 1990 Violet was barely 
twenty, but despite her age she did not let herself be intimidated by the big boys of the music industry, so 
she kept trying to propose herself with her unpublished works recorded on cassette. <emm>€quotWhat kind of 
music is this?€quot;</em> - she often heard people say. It was an experimental genre; something dark and 
deep resided between those notes. It was like all the wrong she had felt in her life, were poured it into that 
tape.<br /> 

It was poetic, romantic, troubled<br /> 


She just needed to be heard by someone who could understand, empathize, appreciate.</p> 


<p>énbsp;</p> 
<p>tnbsp;</p> 
<p>tnbsp;</p> 
<p>tnbsp;</p> 
<p><span style="color: #ATATIAT ><strong>8.00 pm.</strong></span></p> 


<p>Violet was grappling with her boot laces as she heard the doorbell. €ldquo|¢rsquom coming!$rdquo, - she 
screamed, while she completed the last knot. She hurried to open the door, finding a pissed off Brian with 
folded arms, glaring at her.<br /> 

€ldquo;What¢#34s up!? HE#39;s now eight ofrsquo,clock!€rdquo; - pointed out the brunette, gesturing to 
come inside the house.<br /> 

Eldquo; Ihaté#34s the problem, youf434re not even ready!€rdquo; replied the boy.<br /> 

Violet rolled her eyes - €ldquo} put on lipstick and 1€43%m done with makeup! | swear!€quot,<br /> 
Eldquo;Yes, of course$rdquo, - Brian took a seat in the living room, while the girl ran to the bathroom to 
complete her transformation into a <span style="color:rgb(238, 34, 12); font-family:luminari">lady of the 
night</span>.<br /> 

With his big hands, the boy turned up the volume of <em>Joan Jett</em>€#34s <em>€quot love playing 
with fire€quot;</em>, fully enjoying the melodies of the song.</p> 


<p>&nbsp;</p> 
<p style="text-aligncenter">€nbsp;</p> 


<h4 style="text-align: center;"><tt><span style="color:+A52A2A"><strong>$ldquo;] love playing with 
fire</strong></span></H></h4> 


<h4 style="text-align: center;"><tt><span style ="color:+A52A2A"><strong>And | don€439;t wanna get 
burned</strong></span></tt></h4> 


<h4 style="text-align: center;"><tt><span style="color:##A5ZA2A"><strong>! love playing with fire</strong> 
</span></tH></h4> 


<h4 style="text-align: center;"><tt><span style ="color:+A52A2A"><strong>And | dong#39;t think 1€434,|| ever 
learn€rdquo;</strong></span></tH></h4> 


<p>&nbsp;</p> 


<p>&nbsp;</p> 


<p>€ldquo;0k, |€rsquoym rea- What the fuck are you doing!?€rdquo; - the young girl gasped, bursting out 
laughing at the sight of her friend who had worn his straw hat and sunglasses, while he mimicked a perfect 
Joan Jett in an incredible performance on the sofa<br /> 

ldquo;<em>Youg+#34re my little dark dynamite you knoooow!¢rdquo; </em>- he continued screaming in the 
dark, while preparing himself to remove those stupid accessories, and then starting a tickle war with Violet.<br 
/> 

€ldquo;Ahh! Come on Brian!!€rdquo, - she screamed as she held back tears from laughing.<br /> 
EquotLet$#34s go, €lsquo,cmon!€rdquo; - concluded the friend, ceasing the game between the two and 


gesturing to leave.</p> 
<p>&nbsp;</p> 


<p>lt was 8:30 when the two young friends made their way into the AJZ, a club frequented by young rockers. 
Everyone seemed to look down on them, there were two who did not go unnoticed, probably because they were 
both very tall and thin, with sunken cheeks and dark lips. Brian always had that<em> €ldquo;hey, what the fuck 
are you looking at?$rdquo;</em> face and Violet can€#39;t helped smile and being flirty with every musicians. 
<br /> 

Once they had ordered a drink, they made their way among people to reach the stage where, in a few minutes, 


the<strong> <em>Scream</em></strong>, a hardcore punk band, would had played.</p> 


<p><br /> 

Eldquo; This is €laquo;<em>fucked Without a Kiss¢raquo;</em>, from our latest album! We hope you like it, 
ugly assholes!€rdquo; - shouted Pete Stahl, frontman of the group, while the sound of the guitar was studded 
with an incessant and energetic drum. Violet and Brian began to headbang while enjoying the music.<br /> 
Ẹldquo;Who is your friend?¢rdquo; - she asked, screaming in the ear of the dark haired friend, with curiousity. 
<br /> 

$ldquo; The drummer, Dave! Dave Grohll€rdquo, - he replied, pointing at him with the same hand he was using 
to hold his whiskey.</p> 


<p><br /> 

After the <em>Scream</em> concert ended, Violet and Brian went out of the club to smoke some weed, 
despite the confusion the girl could see in the crowd, squirming outside the door of the AJZ door, Dave, the 
drummer.<br /> 

€ldquo; Ihere€#34s your friend!€rdquo, - pointed out the bass player.<br /> 

Ẹldquo;You seem more interested than mel€rdquo; - he exclaimed sharply.<br /> 

Eldquo;Am |?€rdquo; - she continued, showing off an amused smug.<br /> 

Eldquo;You little slut!€rdquo, - he put his arm around the brunette¢434,s neck and walked towards the young 
musician, who was wearing a towel around his neck, black shorts and red vans.<br /> 

ldquo;DAVE!€rdquo; - Brian exclaimed, opening his arms to a warm hug with the drummer.<br /> 
EldquoBRIAN!€rdquo; - he yelled back, holding him tight - €ldquo!#4#39ym glad you camel$rdquo;<br /> 
Eldquo! couldn€+39+ miss it!€rdquo, - he smiled broadly - €ldquoMeet a dear friend of mine€rdquo, - he 
continued, as he ran his hand up her shoulders - €ldquoShe##3%;s Violet€rdquo;<br /> 

Ẹldquo;Hi! Congratulations, it was crazy!€rdquo; - she said, all in one breath.<br /> 


Dave had a boyish expression on his face, but his muscular body obscured his being a little awkward with girls. 
<br /> 

EldquoHi Violet! Thank youl€rdquo; - he smiled broadly, running the hand along his hair for moving it behind his 
ear - €ldquoUhm..€rdquo; - he looked down, giggling - €ldquo,Would you like to take a ride? How about a drink 
at Rive Gauche?$rdquo;<br /> 

ldquoSounds nice, but put something onl$rdquo; - Brian enjoyed making fun of everyone, with his unmistakable 
savoir-faire.<br /> 

Violet giggled as she challenged the young drummer with her gaze; he liked shy guys, it was nice to see how 
slowly they let themselves go.<br /> 

Eldquo!€#34\ take the shirt! Wait for me!€rdquo, - Dave exclaimed, energetic as ever.</p> 


<p>The two friends immediately looked at each other as soon as the drummer walked away.<br /> 
Eldquo;Violet .. Violet€hellip;€rdquo; - Brian said sarcastically.<br /> 

$ldquo;Do not look at me like this! You know | have a soft spot for drummers!€rdquo, - the girl justified 
herself, inserting her hands in the pockets of her jeans.<br /> 

Equot,You have a thing for cock, that$#39;s alll€rdquo; - he continued to tease her friend.<br /> 
$ldquo;Except for yours, who knows why!€rdquo; - she retorted in kind<br /> 

Eldquo;You dirty bitc-€ldquo, - something interrupted the conversation between the two friends; it was the 
horn of Dave€#3%s car, a BMW 320i Cabriolet, and with his arm out of the finer, he motioned for the young 


rockers to get into the car.</p> 

<p>tnbsp;</p> 

<p>4nbsp;</p> 

<p>tnbsp;</p> 

<p><span style="color: #ATAIAT ><strong>Later at Rive Gauche</strong></span></p> 


<p>€ldquoNo way!€rdquo; - the laughter of the three guys filled the club, on the table there were too many 
empty glasses and a consistent cloud of smoke filling the air.<br /> 

EldquoSo you$4#34re from Virginial€rdquo, - Violet exclaimed.<br /> 

ldquoExactly, 1€4#34m around here for the tour€rdquo, - Dave replied cordially, passing the cigarette to 
Brian, who gladly accepted.<br /> 

Ẹldquo;How long do you plan to stay?€rdquo, - the dark-haired man asked to his friend<br /> 

€ldquoNot more than a week, unfortunately€rdquo, - he bitterly replied<br /> 

Brian stood up, leaving the two guys at the table to talk, while with a determined walk he headed towards the 
stage, where there were the members of his band waiting for him, ready to start a jam, which was usual at 
Rive Gauche.<br /> 

€ldquo;And what do you do in life, Violet?$rdquo, - asked the drummer curiously.<br /> 

The question brought the girl back to reality, as she replied - €ldquo;! play bass in Briang#39;s band and in my 
free time | dedicate myself to art <s>and witchcraf</s>t€rdquo,<br /> 

€ldquo;0h, how nice! A bass player!€rdquo; - he concluded, placing the straw of the drink between his lips, and 


then continued - €ldquo;We should play together sometime€rdquo,<br /> 

Violet couldn¢4#39:t help but giggle, she had gotten what she wanted, without the slightest effort and just with 
her beauty.<br /> 

€ldquoSure Dave! | have a small rehearsal room in the garage€rdquo;- she continued with audacity.<br /> 
ldquoPerfect!€rdquo; - Grohl exulted, breaking a piece of napkin with his hands, and then handing it to the girl 
- €ldquo;Write me your address€rdquo;<br /> 

Their looks became more and more curious and playful, while the brunette slowly grabbed the piece of napkin 
from the drummer 4#34;s hands, in the background the sounds of the various instruments, ready to start 
playing, filled the room.<br /> 

<em>€ldquo; Violeeeet!€rdquo;</em> - Brian¢434;s voice on the microphone brought the young musician to 
attention<br /> 

ldquoForgive me Dave, they need mel€rdquo, - she got up from the table, leaving a curious look at the 
drummer, who couldn¢439;t take his eyes off her. Grohl ordered another beer, ready to enjoy Briang#39;s 
band jam and study the young bass player.</p> 


<p>€ldquo;The next time you have to call me, don¢#34;t do it with the microphone, it€+#34;s 
embarrassing$rdquo, - said Violet in one breath, turning to her friend on the stage. Warner held out his hand 
to her friend, making her get on the stage, replying: Ẹldquo;Get the bass and show everyone who the fuck we 
are.$rdquo;</p> 


<p style="text-aligncenter">€nbsp;</p> 


<h4 style="text-align: center;"><span style="color :4##A52AZA" ><tt><strong>€ldquo,Burn the witches, burn the 
witches </strong></t></span></h4> 


<h4 style="text-align: center;"><span style="color :4#A52AZA" ><tt><strong>Don$434t take time to sew your 
stitches </strong></tt></span></h4> 


<h4 style="text-align: center;"><span style="color :##A52AZA" ><tt><strong>Burn the witches, burn the 
witches€rdquo; </strong></tt></span></h4> 


<p style="text-align:center">€nbsp;</p> 

<p>The bass was hitting hard and Briang#39;s voice, scratchy and captivating, caught the attention of the 
entire audience, that soon went under the stage to headbang and enjoy the performance. Violet violently hit the 
strings of her Rickenbacker, occasionally indulging in glances with Dave, seated at his table and surrounded by 
empty glasses and burned out cigarettes. She could notice how his head swayed in time, smugly.</p> 


<p>&nbsp;</p> 


<p>&nbsp;</p> 


<h4 style="text-align: center;"><span style="color :4#A52AZA" ><tt><strong>ldquo,GO0D IS THE THNG THAT 
YOU FLAVOR, EVIL IS YOUR SOUR FLAVOR</strong></tHt></span></h4> 


<h4 style="text-align: center;"><span style="color :##A52A2ZA"><tt><strong>! DON€rsquo;T NEED YOUR HATE, | 
DECIDE MY FATE</strong></tt></span></h4> 


<h4 style="text-align: center;"><span style="color :##A52AZA" ><tt><strong>YOU CANNOT SEDATE ALL THE 
THING YOU HATE</strong></tH></span></h4> 


<h4 style="text-align: center;"><span style="color:##A52A2A"><tt><strong>! DON€rsquo;T NEED YOUR HATE, | 
DECIDE MY FATE€rdquo;</strong></tt></span></h4> 


<p style="text-aligncenter">€nbsp;</p> 


<p>At the end of the song the heartfelt audience screamed, happy to have something totally different from 
the usual rock band. Many in the past wondered <em>€ldquo,what kind of genre is this? €rdquo;</em>, Not 
understanding how much Brian had, artistically, to give to the world with his music and his poems. They left 
the stage, chatting with the people who had listened to them, sharing laughter and stories. It was in that 
moment that Violet felt Daversquo;s hands touching her hips, as he approached her ear to whisper 
something, that cannot be heard because of the noise inside the club.</p> 


<p>&nbsp;</p> 
<p>&nbsp;</p> 
<p><span style="color: #ATAIAT ><strong> The day after €hellip;</strong></span></p> 


<p>Violet opened her eyes, still wrinkled with sleep, stretched her muscles slowly moving between the sheets 
of her bed A slight light filtered through the shutters of the window, and it was possible to hear some cars 
go by, the sound of kids playing with their bikes and the seagulls in the distance.<br /> 

ldquo,Go0d morning beauties¢rdquo, -nbsp; said the bass player, referring to Dave and Brian who were lying 
naked on the light blue sheets of her bed.<br /> 

€ldquoMmh€quot; - was the only verbal response she received from them, still being sleepy and destroyed 
from the previous night. On their way back home from the Rive Gauche, Violet and Dave went to the 
bassist€#31s house to play some instruments and get to know each other better, which happened as they 
played and sang together in the brunette¢434s garage.<br /> 

€ldquo;So what do we play beauty?rdquo; - asked the <em>no longer shy</em> Dave, because of the various 
drinks.<br /> 

Eldquo,We$434re in Los Angeles, right?€rdquo, - Violet started playing the opening riff of <em>€ldquo,Los 
Angeles$rdquo;</em> from the <em>X</em>, immediately followed by the snappy and always perfectly timed 
drums of Dave.</p> 


<h4>nbsp;</h4> 


<h4 style="text-align: center;"><span style="color :##A52A2A" ><tt><strong>She gets confused </strong></tt> 
</span></h4> 


<h4 style="text-align: center;"><span style="color:##A52A2A" ><tt><strong>flying over the dateline</strong> 
</tHt></span></h4> 


<h4 style="text-align: center;"><span style="color :4##A52AZA"><tt><strong>Her hands turn red </strong> 
</tt></span></h4> 


<h4 style="text-align: center;"><span style="color :##A52A2A"><tt><strong>Cause the days change at night 
</strong></tt></span></h4> 


<h4 style="text-align: center;"><span style="color :##A52AZA" ><tt><strong>Change in an instant<br /> 
The days change at night </strong></tt></span></h4> 


<h4 style="text-align: center;"><span style="color :4##A52AZA" ><tt><strong>Change in an instant</strong><span 
style="font-family:helvetica neue"><strong>€nbsp;</strong></span></tt></span></h4> 


<p>&nbsp;</p> 


<p> They both played and sang the various voices of the song together; Violet was very excited to see Grohl 
knowing the lyrics and playing the song perfectly. She couldn€#39;t take her eyes away from his muscular 
arms and at the same time he couldn¢439;t help but look at her. Of course, that game of glances could only 
lead to a situation of attraction so powerful that it could not be stopped<br /> 

At the end of the song Dave jumped up from the drums, moved his hair to the opposite side and in a gesture 
took off his shirt, showing the bass player his physique. Looking up at the girl, they went out of their breath; 
they knew what would happen shortly thereafter. Dave moved slowly towards her, backing her up against the 
wall. Their height was almost the same, the tips of their noses banged against each other and Grohlérsquo;s 
hands began to move under the girl$#39;s black shirt, triggering a passionate kiss.<br /> 
ldquo;Daveghellip;frdquo; - the girl panted, taking a breath between kisses.<br /> 
Eldquo;<em>BO00!€rdquo;</em> - Brian shouted as he walked in, frightening the two.<br /> 
Eldquo;Brian!?¢rdquo, - Violet asked furiously, Turning suddenly to the frontman, while Dave remained with his 
hands glued to the ass of the brunette and his face amazed by the presence of his friend. The thin boy made 
his way into the room with a cheeky smile and the attitude of someone who doesn$#34;t give a shit about 
anything. €ldquo;You will thank mehellip,frdquo; - said, rummaging in his pockets, to continue - €ldquoHere 
you arel€rdquo; In a second he took out a sachet and while placing his fingers inside, he extracted a piece of 
LSD and placed it on his tongue - €ldquo;lry it for yourself€hellip,¢rdquo, - he continued, giggling.<br /> 

It goes without saying that the two boys were dragged by their friend towards a whirlwind of psychic and 
sensory alterations; over the years Brian had been arrested several times for drug dealing and for messing up 
under the influence of it, but despite this, his family always managed to find a way to send him home. Dave 
used to smoke weed, hashish and acid every now and then, so that night he thought it was the right choice to 


indulge his friend€4#34,s temptations. Violet used to accept drugs from her dear Brian, so she found nothing 


strange or ambiguous in his gesture and accepted quietly, as she was placing LSD on her tongue.</p> 
<p>&nbsp;</p> 


<p>€ldquo! have vague memories of last night$hellip;frdquo; - said the brunette aloud, receiving no response 
from the boys, who were sleeping peacefully. €ldquo;Where the hell are my cigarettes?$rdquo; - said to 
herself.<br /> 

Once she found the Pall Mall and lit the cigarette, she started to clear up her confused mind, trying to get 
together piece after piece her memories. She remembered how Dave¢+#34;s hands moved along her body, with 
his long fingers moving inside of her as she was moving towards an orgasm. In a moment of clarity, she 
remembered how Brian did held her head still, grabbing her by the hair, while she was dedicated to serving an 
unforgettable blowjob to the drummer. Their bodies were amused with each other; although Brian was 


Violet$#39:s best friend, it wasng#39;t the first time they played in funny, creative menage a trois.</p> 


<p>€ldquo;Well, wellfhellip;¢rdquo; - she thought, while her smoke filled her lungs and her sinful thoughts filled 
her head. In an instant she felt wrapped up from behind, and noticed Dave¢#34;s muscular arms around her 
belly.<br /> 

ldquo,Go0d morningérdquo, - the musician said still sleepily, slowly trying to open both eyes.<br /> 
$ldquo;Good morning Dave$rdquo; - continued Violet, placing a hand on his arm.<br /> 

ldquoMay | have some water?€rdquo, - he asked.<br /> 

ldquoSure! 1€43%m comingérdquo; - Ramirez stood up, letting the sheets that covered her intimacy slip, 
revealing her body to the boy once again<br /> 

At that moment she felt grabbed by her wrist, turning impulsively towards the dark-haired man, who pulled 


her towards him leaving a tender kiss on her lips, returned by a sweet smile.</p> 


